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would soon be living in towns because the country
was too dull.

* That would be a pity/ said Judith, looking
about her at the grey hills, their tops scattered
with snow like sifted sugar.    * There is nothing
so beautiful as the country/

*  I think so also/ said Warren, looking at hen
He was madly in love with her that day.    He
was never to know why his love for Judith was
so much fiercer and more sharp than any other
emotion of his life, his greatest happiness and his
greatest distress.

It had been so from the first moment of his
seeing her at Grosset, although that had not been
a good occasion, for it had been a stormy wet
afternoon and she had been standing in the hall
rating a servant when he came in. Her voice
had had a sharp and dominating note in it, as
though she were telling all the world to go to
Hades. The fire in the hall had been smoking,
there were dogs all about the place and one of
Maria Rockage's garments hanging up to dry.
Judith had turned on him like a cross, exasper-
ated child and had been anything but gracious.
So perverse are men, and so beyond all rules is
love, that he had liked her the better for her
mood. He preferred, perhaps, women who were
of the ruling kind. Then as he came to know
her more truly he found that, although she wished
to dominate, she could be led by her affections
almost anywhere. She could not indeed be led
to love him, but would do almost anything for
him out of kindness.